; o * - — 
5 . F : 
* * 
- * . xi 
= 
Y x 
fl U RJ 
il '4 RAS D 
N | : | S J 
i $ 2 — 
901) 57 8 V g * 1 
if U 7 8 
— 1 j — N 
VC 
{| : i} | J WJ. . ; 
| Wit! | ' | ' > — — ” 
"a! 1 o IQ SZ 7 M 75 A _—_ = 52 1 
D 10 j | | 1) 5 — W PW 2 e,, Y * „ 
] AY it)! N 4 
ee MN 2 
1 \\ — 1 — 
it | ay" : = . 
> I 7 
Wit | + a , 
1 Mi | | | {| SY - þ 
S N * | ; S k. 
F [| 2 2 . % 
| | dS - " = it 
" | \ i N T * — — — 
8 . pa 4 * 8 KY I" * 
1 | - g or 2 * x 1 \ . 
Wh! \ WWII 8 »% J 2 
1 EN — 
5 1 Ft a I ; : == < 
ut WE ang} e, / : : CELL WSSDRSS 
vw A i — | * © 488877 
i | A | | — 565 „ „4977 
| (tf. | i WH. 11 | 2—_ > + 
| | 18, Þ >> * © * 
vi | " $11 1 . 7 . . 4 AL 4 .%- — D 
1190) 1118 | | 2 * * o S > 
| 141 214 ; 5 % . 8 
FX o "he LL J $ v © » © 
— * 8 2 * 4 
A ” A — . * 
, - — 8 2 
f — X — 
— — — — — / 1 
— — _ AS, ” — \ , 
Fi 1! 1 : 7 CS % 8 8 6 N | 
El DJ 
11! [Ht 1 [ . 4 = 
/ : F j\ i [| F 
' [ E 14 2 
\ | 
nm li — 
t u A I 
WI | ( Wnt = 
My, eee ISO 
! l Un JW IJ — 
WW! i! | : DIRE N > i 1 
4 & 8 DD 
F | Hi io / 1 | DDD * 
I | i 755 [ wy DDD * 2 
a | - 
UW l | 
1 b. 


N ä BEING AN 


ELEGANT SELECTION 


_ OF FAVOURITE 


$ E A 8 0 N G 8, 
| LATELY SUNG AT. 
4 THEATRES: ROYAL; ROYALTY. 1 


THEATRE, VAUXHALL, Le. 


WTE A VARIETY. or 


TOASTS AND ; SENTIMENTS. 


Printed and id fv I CRANWELL, at ile 5 


| 5 C1RKCULATING-LIBRAKY, No. 18, MINoORIES 5 3. 
; | „ BARTHOLOMEW, : EAsv- SuITTIEI D; 8 
| 1 2 and Vi 5 Mir DD e Horne 


4 5 
| bes — RED: 


r . n . e a 


SEA SONGS. 


THE SAILOR'S JOURNAL. 


was paſt meridian, half paſt four, 
By ſignal I from Nancy parted, - 
At ſix ſhe linger'd on the ſhore, 
With uplift hands and broken hearted ; 
At ſeven, while taut'ning the fore-ſtay, 
I faw her faint, or elſe *twas fancy, 


At eight we all got under weigh, 


And bid a long adieu to Nancy. 


Night came, and now eight bells had rung, . 
While careleſs failors, ever cheerly, 

On the mid-watch fo jovial ſung, | 
With tempers labour cannot weary ; 

I, little to their mirth inclin'd, A 
While tender thoughts ruſh'd on my fancy, 

And my warm ſighs increas'd the wind. 
| Look'd on the moon, and thought of Laney, 


And now arriv'd that jovial mght- 

When every true bred tar carouſes, 
When o'er the grog all hands delight 

To toaſt their ſweethearts and their ſpouſes 3 
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Round went the cann, the jeſt, the glee, 
While tender wiſhes fill'd each fancy, 
And when in turn it came to me, | 


I heav'd a ſigh, and toaſted Nancy. 


Next morn a ſtorm came on at four, 
At ſix the elements in motion, 
Plung'd me, and three poor ſailors more, 
Headlong into the foaming ocean; 


Poor wretches they ſoon found their graves, 


For me, it may be only fancy, 
But love ſeem'd to forbid the waves 
To ſnatch me from the arms of Nancy. 


Scarce the foul wins was card, 


Scarce winds and waves had ceas'd to rattle, 
When a bold enemy appear'd, 
And dauntleſs we prepar'd for battle ; 
And now, while ſome lov'd friend or wife 
Like lightning ruſh'd on every fancy, 
To Providence I truſted life, 
Put up.a prayer, and thought of Nancy, 


At length, twas in the month of May, 


The crew, it being lovely weather, 


At three A. M. diſcover'd day 


And England's chalky cliffs together; : 


Alt ſeven up channel how we bore, 


While hopes. and fears ruſh'd on my Ray > 
At twelve I gaily jump'd on ſhore, 
And to wy throbbing heart preſs'd Nancy. 
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TOM BOWLING: 
Or, The Sailor's Epitaph, 


Hr a ſheer hulk lies poor Tom Bowling, 
The darling of our crew, | 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 
For Death has broach'd him to. 


His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 
Faithful below he did his duty, 


And now he's gone aloft. 


Tom never from his word departed, 
His virtues were ſo rare, 


His friends were many, and true hearted, 
His Poll was kind and fair, 


And then he'd ſing ſo blythe and jolly, 
Ah! many's the time and oft, 

But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 
For Tom is gone aloft, | 


Yet ſhall poor Tom find plein weather, 
When he, who all commands, | 

Shall give, to call life's crew together, 
The word to pipe all hands, | 


Thus Death, who kings aid yrs diſpatches 
Tom's life has vainly loſt, * 


For though his body's under — 3 
His ſoul is gone aloft. | 


148 


7 


Sea Songs. 


* k -w 4 
DBZ . ZBB * 
7 % 
4 * \ * i 


SUNG BY MR. WILSON. 


 Wauxx on board our trim veſſel we joyouſly fail'd,, 
While the glaſs circled round with full glee, _ 
| King and country to give my old friend never fail'd, 
And the toaſt was ſoon toſs d off by me, 
Billows might daſh, | 
Lightnings "Sight flaſh, 
Twas the ſame to us both when at ſea, 


If a too pow'rful fos 3 in our track did put paſs, 
We reſolv'd both to live and die free, 
Quick we number' d her guns, and for each took a 
glaſs, 
Then a broadſide we gave her, with three, 
Cannons might roar, 
Echoes from ſhore, 
Tas the ſame to us both when at ſea, 


" SUNG BY MR. FAWCETT. 


Por: dang it! how do you do ? 
Nan, won't you g'us a buſs ? 
Why what's. to do wi' you, 
Why here's a pretty fuſs; 
Say, ſhall we kiſs and toy P. 
I goes to ſea no more, 
O I'm-the ſailor boy | 
For capering a- hore. — — 
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Father he apprentic'd me 
All to a coaſting ſhip, 


I being reſolv'd, d'ye lee, 


To give them all the lip, 
I got to Yarmouth fair, 
Where I had been before, 
So father found me there, 
A capering a-ſhore, 


Next out to India 
I went a Guinea Pig, 
We got to Table-Bay, 
But mind a pretty rig; 
The ſhip driving out to ſea, 
Left me and many more, 
All among the Hottentots 
A capering a- ſhore. 


I loves a bit of a hop, 

Life's ne'er the worſer for't, 
If in my wake ſhould drop 

A fiddle, that's your ſort! 
Thrice tumble up a-hoy, 

Once get the labour o'ez, 
Then ſee the ſailor boy 

A capering a-ſhore, 
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Dear Nancy I've failed the world all around, 


And ſeven long years been a rover, 
To make for my charmer each ſhilling a nk. 
But now my hard perils are over; 
I've ſav'd by my toils many hundreds in gold, 
The comforts of life to beget, 
I've borne in each climate the heat and the cold, 
And all for my pretty Brunette. 


Then ſay my {weet girl can you love me? 


Though others may boaſt of more riches than mine, 


And rate my attractions e'en fewer, 

At their jeers and ill- nature I'll ſcorn to repine, 
Can they boaſt of a heart that is truer ? 

Or will they for thee plough the hazardous main, 
Brave the ſeaſons both ſtormy and wet? 

If not, why I'll do it again and again, 

And all for my pretty Brunette. 

Then ſay my ſcueet girl, Sc. 


When order'd afar in purſuit of the foe, 
1 figh'd at the bodings of fancy, 


Which fain would perſuade me J might be laid low, 


And, ah! never more ſee my Nancy; 


And bade me ſuch nonſenſe forget, 
I took the advice, and undauntedly fought, 
Andall for my pretty Brunette. 
Then fay my 2. ger Sc. 


But hope, like an angel, ſoon baniſh'd the thought, 


I 


I 


Sea Songs. 


BEN BACK ST Ax. 


Be N Backſtay lov'd the gentle Anna, 
Conſtant as purity was ſhe, - 

Her honey words, like ſucc'ring manna, 
Cheer'd him each voyage he went to ſea, 


One fatal morning ſaw them parting, 


While each other's forrow dry'd, : 
They, by the tear that then was ſtarting, 
Vow'd to be conſtant till they dy'd. 


At diſtance from his Anna's beauty, 
While howling winds the {ky deform, 


Ben fighs, and well performs his duty, 


And braves, for love, the frightful ſtorm, 


Alas, in vain ! the veſſel batter'd, 
On a rock ſplitting, opens wide, 
While lacerated, torn, and ſhatter'd, 
Ben thought of Anna, ſigh'd, and dy'd. 


The 'ſemblance of each charming feature, 
That Ben had worn around his neck, 
Where art ſtood ſubſtitute for nature, 
A Tar, his friend, ſav'd from the wreck. 


In fervent hope while Anna burning, 
Bluſh'd, as ſhe wiſh'd to be a bride, 
The portrait came, joy turn'd to mourning, 


She ſaw, grew pale, ſunk down, and dy'd. 
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Comr all hands ahoy to the anchor, 
From our friends and relations to go, 

Poll blubbers and cries, devil thank her! 
She'll ſoon take another in tow; 

This breeze like the old one will kick us 
About on the boiſterous main, 

And. one day, if death does not trick us, 

Perhaps we may come back again. 


——————ͤ 2 ia te eros ů — — pau 
J - 5 * 4 


CHO. RUS. 


|| | With a will-ho, then pull away jolly boys, 

—_ At the mercy of Fortune we go ; 

„ Niere in for't, then damme ! what folly, boys, 
| Tor to be down-hearted, yo-ho. 


Our boatſwain takes care of the rigging, 
More *ipecially when he gets drunk, 
'The bobſtays ſupplies him with ſwigging, 
He the cable cuts up for old junk ; 
The ftudding-fail ſerves for his hammock, 
With the clue-lines he bought him his call, 
While enſigns and jacks, ina mammoc, 


He ſold, to buy trinkets for Poll. 
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Of the purſer, this here is the maxim, 
Slops, grog, and proviſion he ſacks, 
How he'd look if you was but to ax him, 

With the captain's clerk who tis goes ſnacks ? 
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O he'd find it another gueſs ſtory, 

That would bring his bare back to the cat, 
If his majeſty's honour and glory 

Was only juſt told about that. 


The chaplain's both holy and godly, 
And ſets us for heaven agog, 
Yet, to my mind, he looks rather oddly, | 
When he's ſwearing and drinking of grog; 
When he. took on his: knee Betty Bowler, 
And talk'd of her beauty and charms, . 
Says I, Which is the way to heaven now, fir? 
Why you dog, cry'd the chaplain, her arms. 


The gunner” sa devil of a bubber, 
- The carfindo can't fiſh a maſt, 
*The ſurgeon's a lazy land lubber, 
The maſter can't ſteer if he's aft; 
The lieutenants conceit are all wrapt in, 
The mates har dly merit their flip, 
Nor is there a {wab, but the captain, 
Knows the ttem 25080 the ſtern of the ſhip. 


Now, fore and aft, having abu 7d them: 
But juſt for my fancy and rig, _ 
Could 1 find any one that ill us'd them, 
Damme! but T'd tickle his wig ; 
Jack never, vas known for a railer, 
vas funev'ry word that I ſpoke, 
And the gn of a true-hearted failor, : 
IA to give and to take a good joke. 
e 0 
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BY MR. DIBDIN« 


SM1L1NG grog is the failor s beſt hope, his ſheet 
anchor, 
His compals, his cable, his 1 
That gives him a heart which life's cares cannot 
aner, | 
Though dangers around him, 
Unite to confound him, 
- He braves them and tips off his grog. 
1 Tis grog, only grog, 
Is his rudder, his compaſs, his. cable, his log, 
N The. ſailor's ſheet-anchor is grog. 
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What though he to a friend, in wal, 
1 His prize-money convey, 
Who, to his bond of faith unjuſt, 
Cheats him and runs away: 
What's to be done? he vents a curſe 
*Gainſt all falſe hearts on ſhore, 
Of the remainder clears his purſe, 
And then to ſea for more, 
Smiling grog, Se. 
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What though his girl, who often ſwore 
l To know no other charms, 

He finds, when he returns on ſhore, - 
[ ___ Claſp'dina rival's arms: 
0 What's to be done ? he vents a curſe, 
. And ſeeks a kinder ſhe, | 
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Dance, gets groggy, clears his purſe, 
And goes again to ſea. : 
To croſſes born, - {till truſting there, 
The waves leſs faithleſs than the fair ; 
There into toils to ruſh again, 
And ſtormy perils brave—what then, 
Smiling grog, Sc. 
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THE MI D- WATCH. 


Wurxx *tis night, and the mid-watch is come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd main 3 
Then failors think of their far diſtant home, 
And of thoſe friends they ne'er may ſee again. 
But when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Should any thought of them come o'er our mind: 
We think, but ſhould the day be wan, 
How will cheer 
Their hearts to hear, 
That their old companion he was one, 


Or, my od; if you a miſtreſs kind 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 
Who many a night-doth liſten to the wind, 
And ſighs to think how it may fare with Jou; 
O, when the lights begun, 


And you're ſerying at your gun, 
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1 Should any 8 of ker come o'er your mind, | 
Think only ſhould the day be won, 
How *twill cheer _ 
Her heart to hear, 
"hat her own true ſailor he was one. 


— — 
-BLACK-EYE'D- SUSAN. 


A11 in the Downs the fleet was moor d, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-eye'd Suſan came on board, 
O where ſhall J my true love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among your crew e 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
le ſigli'd, and caſt his eyes below ; 
The rope flides ſwiftly through his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts. cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 

If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt. 

Ihe nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 

- Mightenvy William's lips thoſe kifles weeks 


4 0 Suſan! SUGET lovely 18 „„ 
My vows ſhall ever true remain, 
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Let me kiſs off that falling tear! | 5 
We only part to meet again. 


Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
1 he faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee, 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee, ſailors when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereloe' er I go, 


If to fair India- $ coaſt we ſail, 

Thane eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory lo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely 25 


© Tho! battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho! cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return; 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Sulan's eye. 5 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful 2 
The ſails their ſwelling boſoms ar 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board, 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his bead: 8 
ler leſs'ning boat unwilling row d to land; 
Adieu!“ ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her bg band, 


More happy, by far, when I'm thinking of you, 
For the hope of return takes the ſting from adicu ! ! 


The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 


And changes adieu! into—welcome return. 


if 


SUNG BY MR. INCLEDON., 


FAREWELL to Old England, thy white cliffs adieu! 
Can the gale be auſpicious that drives me from you ? 
Tho! oceans divide us as wide as the pole, 

No diſtance can change the true love of my. ſoul ! 
As well might my meſſmates determine to bail 
All the waters that fill up old Neptune's great pail, 
As divert my firm mind from its fond thought of you: 
Farewell to Old England—dear Mary adieu! 


Dear Mary, adieu! car that bark go to wreck, 


Where ev'ry plank bears your ſweet name on the deck? 


| Nay, many love-knots on the tops I have made, 


While guileleſs my ſhipmates at chequers haveplay'd; 
Their {ſports are no paſtime, but ſorrow to me, 
My mind is more happy in ſighing to thee ; 


* 


Ves, the hope of return's all $5 joy of a tar, 
„Tis his compaſs, his helm, tis his guide and his ſtar; 
- *Tis impreſt on his boſom the moment he fails, 


It ſhortens long nights, and it quickens light gales 


And draws a new hope on his mind with the day 
With rapture it makes his affections to burn, 
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SUNG BY MR. IN cLE DON. 


Tux dauntleſs ſailor leaves his home, 
Each ſofter joy and eaſe; 
To diſtant climes he loves to roam, 
Nor dreads the boiſt'rous ſeas. 


His heart with hope of vict'ry gay, 
Scorns from the foe to run; 
In battle terrors melt away, 
As ſnow before the ſun. 


Though all the nations of the world, 
Britannia's flag would lower ; 

Her banners ſtill ſhall wave unfurl'd, 

And dare their haughty pow'r. 


Fd 


But ſee, Bellona ſheathes her ſword, 
Huſh'd 1s the angry main ; 

The cannon's roar no more is heard, 

Sweet peace reſumes her reign. 


He haſtes unto his native ſhore, 

| Where dwell ſweet joy and reſt ; 

His lovely Suſan's ſmiles implore, 
To crown and make him bleſt. 


Now all the toils and dangers paſt, 
And Suſan's love remains; 
The honeſt Tar is bleſt at laſt, 
Her ſmiles reward his pains, | 
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SUNG BY MRS. JORDAN. 


T ax a briſk and ſprightly lad, 
But juſt come home from ſea, fir, 
Of all the lives I ever led, 
A ſailor's life for me, fir. 


CHORUS, 
Yeo, yeo, yeo, 
Whalfl the boat ſwain pipes all 1 
With Yeu yeo, yeo, far. 
What * but loves the merry tar, 
Who o'er the ocean roam, ſir; 
In ev'ry clime we find a port, 
In ev ry port a home, fir. 


Yeo, yeo, Kc. 


But when our country's foes are nihg, 
Each haſtens to his gun, ſir; 

We make the boaſting Frenchman fly, 
And bang the haughty Don, ſir. 


bs yeo, &c. 


On foes 8 more on ſhore, 
We ſpend our caſh with glee, ſir; 
And when all's gone, we drown our care 
| And out again to ſea, fir. 


Yeo, yeo, &c. 
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su NG BY MR. INCLEDON, IN LOCK AND kEx. 


Com all ye jolly failors bold, 
Whole hearts are caſt in honours' mould, 
While Engliſh glory I unfold, 
| Huzza to the Arethuſa! 
| She is a frigate tight and brave, 
As ever ſtemm'd the daſhing wave; 
Her men are ſtaunch | 
To their favourite launch, 
And when the foe ſhall meet our fire, 
Sooner than ſtrike we'll all expire, 
On board of the Arethuſa. 


*Twas with the ſpring fleet ſhe went out, 
The Engliſh channel to cruize about, 
When four French ſail, in ſhew ſo ſtout, 
Bore down on the Arethuſa. 
The fam'd Belle-Poole ſtrait a-head did lie, 
The Arethuſa ſeem'd to fly, 
Not a ſheet or a tack, 
Or a brace did ſhe ſlack; - 
Tho? the Frenchmen laugh'd, and thought it ſtuff, 
But they knew not-the handful of men how tough, 
On board of the Arethuſa. | 


On deck five hundred men did dance, 
The ſtouteſt they could find in France: 
We with two hundred did advance, 
On board of the Arethuſa. 
D | 
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Our captain hail'd the Frenchman, he l. 
The Frenchman then cry'd out, hallo! 
Hear down, d'ye es. 
„ To our admaral's lee; 
Nc o, no,” ſays the Frenchman, Pede can't be:“ 
Then ] muſt lug you along with me, 
Says the laucy Arethuſa. 


The fight was off the Frenchman's land, 


We forc'd them back upon their ſtrand, 


For we fought till not a ſtick would ſtand, 
Of the gallant Arethuſa. 
And now we have driven the foe aſhore, 
Never to fight with Britons more, 
Let each fill a glaſs 
Io his favourite lafs ; 


A health to our captain, and officers true, 
And all that belong to the jovial crew, 


On board of the Arethula, 


THE SAILOR*'S ADIEU. 


Tux top fails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea ; 

But yet my foul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee: 
For though thy failor's bound afar, 
| Still love ſhall be his leading ſtare. 
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Shou'd landmen flatter when we're ſail'd, 

O doubt their artful tales; | 
No'gallant failor ever fail'd, 

If love breath'd conſtant gales : 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 5 
Which ſteers my heart from 5 888 to pole. 


Sirens i in ev'ry Port we meet, 


More fell than rocks and waves: 


But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 


Are lovers, and not ſlaves, 


No foes ſhall ever us ſubdue, 


Altho' we leave our hearts with you. 


"Theſe are our cares, but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The power of France and Spain. 

Now England's glory reſts: with you, 

Our fails are full, ſweet girls adieu. 


BY MR. DIBDIN. 


"Twas landlady Meg, that made ſuch rum flip, 


Pull away, pull away, hearties, 


At Wapping ſhe liv'd, at the fign of the 33 


Where tars meet in ſuch jolly parties; 
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She'd ſhine at the play, and ſhe'd jig at the ball, 
All rigg'd out ſo gay and ſo topping, 

For ſhe married fix huſbands and buried them all, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, pull, 

I fay, what d'ye think of my Meg of Wapping, 


The firſt was old Bluff, with a ſwinging purſe, 
Pull away, pull away, jolly boys ; 

He was caſt away, ſaid Meg who cares a curſe, 
As for grieving, why Lord that's a folly boys: 

The ſecond in command was blear-eye'd Ned, 

While the ſurgeons his limbs were a lopping, 

A nine-pounder came and ſmack'd off his head, 

Pull away, &c. | 
Rare news for my Meg of Wapping. 


Then ſhe marry'd to Sam, and Sam lov'd a * 


Pull away, pull away, brother, 
So groggy Sam got, and the ſhip it blew up, 
And Meg had to look for another: 


The fourth was bold Ben, who at 5 would 


ſmile, 
Till his courage a crocodile hood 


Made his breakfalt of Ben on the banks of the 


Nile, 
Pull away, &c. 
What a fortunate Meg of Wapping. 


Stay, Les was the fifth? oh! *twas Dick ſo neat, | 


Pull away, = —_ ſo — 


{} 
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And the ſavages Dick both killed and eat, 
And Poor Meg ſhe was forc'd to take Jerry: 
Death again ſtood her friend, for kill'd in a fray, 
He alſo the grave chanc'd to drop in, 
So now with my ſong I ſhall ſoon belay, 


Pull away, &c. 
The fix huſbands of Meg of Waning, 


But I did not tell you how that ſhe married ſeven, 
Pull away, pull away, ſo neatly, 
Twas honeſt Tom Tri ip, and he ſent her to heaven 
And her ſtrong box rummaged ſweetly; 
For Meg growing old, a fond dotard prov'd, 
And null after a boy needs be hopping, 
So ſhe popp'd off, and Tom with the girl that he 
lov'd, | 
Pull away, &c. | 
Spent the ſhiners of Meg of Wapping. 


_—— — 


BY MR. DIBDIN, 


*T'was Saturday nike. the twinkling ſtarg 
Shone on the rippling lea, 
No duty call'd the jovial tars, 
The helm was laſh'd a-lee : 
The ample cann adorn'd the board, 
Prepar'd to ſee it out, 
Each gave the laſs that he ador'd, 
And puſh'd the grog about. 
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Cried honeſt Tom, my Peg I'll toaſt, * 
A frigate neat and trim, 
All jolly Portſmouth's favourite boaſt, 
I'd venture life and limb, 
Sail ſeven long years, and ne'er ſee land, 
With dauntleſs heart and ſtout, 
So tight a veſſel to command, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


I'll give, cry'd little Jack, my Poll, 
Sailing in comely ſtate, | 

'Top-galnt fails ſet ſhe is fo tall, 

She looks like a firſt rate; 

Ah! wou'd ſhe take her Jack in tow, 
A voyage for life throughout, 

No better birth I'd wiſh to know, 
Then puſh the grog about, 


OO 


I'll give, cry'd I, my charming Nan, 
Trim, handiome, neat, and tight, 
What joy ſo fine a ſhip to man, 

She is my heart's delight ; 
So well ſhe bears the Gor of life, 
I'd fail the world throughout, 
Brave every toil for ſuch a wife, 


Then puſh thc grog about. 


Thus to deſcribe Peg, Poll, or Nan, 
Each his beſt manner tried, 

*Til ſummon'd by the empty cann, 
They to their hammocks hied ; 
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| Yet Nil did they their vigils keep, 522 
Though the huge cann was cut, | | 
For, in oft viſion's gentle ſleep, 


Still puſh'd the grog about. 
— 
A NEW SONG. 


Cox x ſailors be filling the cann, 
The wind is beginning to blow, 
We've time to drink round to a man, 
Then to weigh anchor mult go. 
What thouſands repair to the ſtrand, 
To give us a cheering adieu! 
*Tis plain they believe on the land, 
We conquer, dear girls, but for you. 


When on the main top-maſt yard, 

I he ſailor is ſwung to and fro, 
Let the tempeſt blow ever ſo hard, 
_ He whiſtles defiance to woe: 
The gale can but laſt for a while, 

Is always the boaſt of the crew, 
And then they reflect, with a ſmile, 

We conquer, dear girls, but for you. 


Tho' battle tremendous appears, 

When blood ſtains the face of the main, | 
Tho' thunder reſounds in his ears, 

The ſailgr's a ſtranger to pain. 
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The thoughts with what rapture and pride, 


Each girl will her hero review, 
Tis this makes him danger deride, 
We conquer, dear girls, but for you, 


———_—_ 


SUNG BY. MR. BANNISTER, 


TE wand'ring failor ploughs the main, 


A competence in life to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 

To find at laſt content and eaſe: 

In hopes, when toils and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. | 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 


And thunders ſhake from pole to pole, 


Tho? dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home: 


In hopes, when toils and danger's'o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl, the javial crew, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew, 
'Tho? each his favourite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt : | 
May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore, 
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SUNG BY MR. DIGNUM, +4 


Nep FLINT was lov'd by all the ſhip, 
Was tender-hearted, bold and true ; 
He'd work his way, or drink his flip, 
With eber a ſeaman in the crew: 
Tho' Ned had fac'd his country's foe, 
And twice had fail'd the world all over, 
Had ſeen his meſſmates oft” laid low, 
Vet would he figh for Kate of Dover. 


Fair was the morn, when on the ſhore, 
Ned flew to take of Kate his leave; 
Says he, my love, your grief give o'er, 
For Ned can ne'er his Kate deceive : 
Let fortune ſmile, or let her frown, 
To you I ne'er will prove a rover, 
All cares in gen'rous flip I'll drown, 
And ſtill be true to Kate of Dover. 


The tow'ring cliffs they bade adieu, 

To brave all dangers on the main, 
When, lo! a fail appear'd in view, 

And Ned, with many a tar, was ſlain : 
Thus Death, who lays each hero low, 

Robb'd Kitty of her faithful lover; 

The tars oft” tell the tale of woe, 
And heave a ſigh for Kate of Dover. 
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POLL OF PLYMOUTH, 


SwEET Poll of Plymouth was my dear 
When forc'd from her to go, 
Adown her cheeks rain'd many a tear; 
My heart Was fraught with woe. 


Our anchor weigh'd, to ſea we ſtood; 
The land we left behind : 


Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood; 
My ſighs increas'd the wind. 


We plough'd the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide; 
For five long years I had not ſeen 


My Goal” my bonny bride. 


That time I fail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's fake; 


But preſs'd as we were home ward bound 


I thought my heart would break. 


The preſs-gang bold I aſk'd, in vain, 
To let me once on ſhore : 

I long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 


And have they torn my love away? 
And is he gone ?” ſhe cry'd: 

My Poll, the ſweeteſt flower of May, 

Then languiſh'd, droop'd, and dy'd. 
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ADMIRAL BEN BO W. 


SUNG BY MR. INCLE DON. 


On we ſail'd to Virginia, 
And from thence to Fial; 
Oh we water'd our ſhipping, 
And ſo we weigh'd all: 
Being in view of the ſea, boys, 
Seven fail we did eſpy, 
Oh we hoiſted our top ſails 
And we ſail'd ſpeedily. 


2 mY I CULTS 2 2 WEIR 
— Y - * 


The very firſt we came up withal, 
Was a brig and a ſloop ; 
Oh we aſk'd if the other five 
Were as big as they did look : 
But turning to the windward, 
As near as we could he, 
We found them to be French men of ww var, 
A cruizing hard by. 


Oh ve drew up our ſquadron 
In a very nice line, 

And we fought them cour ageouſly, 
For near four hours time ; 

But the day being ſpent, 
And the night coming on, 

Oh we let them alone | 

Vntil the next morn, e 


Sea Songs. 


. 


— 
Wy 4 a 
N 


Oh the very next morning 
The engagement prov'd hot, 


When brave Admiral Benbow 


Receiv'd a chain ſhot ; 
And when he was wounded, 
Io his merry men he did ſay, 
Take me up in your arms, boys, 
And carry me away, 


The guns they did rattle, 


And the bullets did fly, 
Whilſt brave Admiral Benbow 
For help aloud did cry : | 
Carry me down to the cock-pit 
There is eaſe for my ſmart, 
If my merry men ſhould ſee me, 
It would break all their hearts. 


Oh the very next morning, 
By the break of the day, 
h we hoiſted our top fails, 
And ſo we bore away : | 
We bore down to Fort-Royal, 
Where the people flocked much, 
To fee brave Admiral Benbow 


Carry'd to Kingſton-Town Church, 


Come all you brave fellows, 
W hereſoever you have been, 
Let us drink a good health 


To our King and our Queen; 
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And another good health 
Io the girls that we do know, 
And a third in remembrance 


Of brave Admiral Benbow. 
— —— 
NEW MARINERS. 


You gentlemen of England, who live at home at 
eaſe, 

Ah! little do you think upon the We of the 
ſeas ; 

Give ear unto the mariners, and they will Plainly 
ſhew, 

All the cares and the fears, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


If enemies oppoſe us when England is at war 
With any foreign nation, we fear no wound or ſcar ; 
Our roaring guns ſhall teach them our valour for 
to know, h 
Whilſt they reel on the keel, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


Then courage all brave mariners, and never be afraid, 
Whilſt we have bold adventurers we ne'er ſhall 
| want a trade : 
Our merchants will employ us to bring them wealth | 
we know ; 
Then be bold, work for cold, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow, 
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\ REMEMBER TACK. 
A 1 favourite Ballad, Jung by Mr, Kaner. i 


Wur N ſcarce a | hand-ſpiks high, 
Death with old dad made free; 
So what does I do? Damme! 
But I pikes it off to ſea. 
Says I to {weetheart Poll, — 
If ever I come back,  - 
We'll laugh and ſing, tol de rol lol, 
If not—Remember Jack. 


I'd fortune ſmooth and rough, 
The wind wou'd chop and veer, 
Til hard knocks I'd nab'd enough, 
On board a privateer : 
Propt with a wooden peg, 
Poll, I thought, wou'd bid be pack, 
So was forc'd, d'ye ſee, to beg, 


And *twas—Pray remember Jack. 


I ax't as folks hove by, 

And ſhew'd my wooden pin : 
Young girls wou'd ſometimes figh, 

And gaping lubbers grin : 

I'd vain I'd often bawl, 

My hopes were ta'en aback, 

And my ſhare of coppers ſmall, 

So pray remember Jack, 


if 


Sea Songs. 


Lowe 4 


— — 
— — 


One day, my lockers bare, 
And togs all tatter'd grown, 
I twigg'd a pinnace fair, 
Well rigg'd, a bearing down: 
Twas Poll, ſhe look'd fo ſpruce, | 
What thus, fays ſhe, come back ! 
My tongue forgot its uſe, 
And Pray remember Jack. 


What matters much to prate ? 
She'd ſhiners ſav'd a few; 
Soon II became her mate, 
War'nt Poll a fweetheart true? 
Then a friend, I'd ſerv'd before, 
From a long voyage trip'd back, 
Shar'd with I his gold galore, 
For he well remember'd Jack. 


So what tho' I loſt my leg, 

It ſeem'd to fortune mend, 
And was forc'd, d'ye ſee, to beg, 
I gain'd a wife and friend. 
Here's the King, Old England, Poll, 

My ſhipmate juſt come back, 
Then laugh and ſing tol de rol lol, 
And pray remember Jack. 
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SUNG BY MR. IN CLE DON. 


In ſtorms, hen clouds obſcure the ſky, 
And thunders roll, and lightnings ly— 
In midſt of all theſe dire alarms, 

I think, my Sally, on thy charms, 


The troubled main, 
The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove; 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
Shou'd ſeas o'erwhelm, 
I'd think on thee my love. 
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When rocks appear on ev'ry ſide, 

And art 1s vain the ſhip to guide ; 

In varied ſhapes when death appears, 
The thoughts of thee my boſom cheers. 


The troubled main, &c. | 


But ſhould the 3 pow'rs be kind | 


Diſpel the gloom, and {till the wind, 
And waft me to thy arms once more, 
Safe to my long loſt native ſhore : _ 


No more the main 
I'd tempt again, 
But tender joys. ai - 
1 then with thee 
Should happy bet: 
And think on nought but love. 
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SUNG BY SIG NORA STORACE. 


PzeAceruL flumb'ring on the ocean, 
Seamen fear no danger nigh ; 
The winds and waves in gentle motion, 


Sooth them with their lullaby. 


in the wind tempeſtuous blowing, 
Still no danger they deſcry; 

The guileleſs heart, its boon beſtowing, 
Soothes them with its lullaby. 


BY MR. DIB DIN. 
Tr ever a ſailor was fond of good ſport, 
»Mongſt the girls, why that failor was I; 
Of all ſizes and forts I'd a wife at each port, 
But when that I ſaw Polly Fry, 
I hail'd her my lovely, and gav'd her a kiſs, 


And ſwore to bring up once for all; 


And from the time that black Barnaby ws ua 


till this, 
I've been conſtant and true to my Poll. 


And yet now all ſorts of temptations I've ſtood, 


For I afterwards ſail'd round the world, 


And a queer ſet we ſaw, of the devil's own brood, 


Wherever our fails were unfurl'd ; 
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Some with faces like charcoal, and others like chalk, 
All ready one's heart to o'erhaul ; 
Don't you go to love me, my good girl, ſaid I, walk, 


I've {worn to be conſtant to Poll. 


J met with a ſquaw, out at India beyond, 
All in glaſs and tobacco-pipes drelt ; 
What a Jer pretty monſter, ſo kind and ſo fond, 


That I ne'er was a moment at reſt ; 


With her bobs at her ears, and her quaw, quaw, quaw, 


All the world like a Bartlemy doll : 
85 Says I, you Mils Copperſkin juſt hold your In, 
For I ſhall be conſtant to Poll. 


Then one, near Sumatra, juſt under the line, 
As fond as a witch in a play; 
I loves you, fays ſhe, and juſt only be mine, 
Or by poiſon I'll take you away: . 
Curſe your kindnets, ſays I, but you can't frighten me, 
I cu don't catch a gudgeon this haul ; 5 
If I do take your rat ſbane, why then, d'ye ſee, 
I ſhall die true and conſtant to Poll. 


But I 'ſcap'd from them all, tawny, lily, and black, 


And merrily weather'd wich ſtorm ; 


And, my neighbours to pleaſe, full of wonders 


came back, 
But what's better, I'm grown pretty warm: 
So now to the ſea I ſhall venture no more, 
For, you know, being rich, I've no call; 
Il bring up young tars, do my duty aſhore, 
And live and die conſtant to Poll, 
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SUNG BY MR. BANNISTER, 


FAREWELL my love, the anchor's weigh'd, 
I can no longer ſtay ; ; 
But who ſhall guard my deareſt maid, 
When I am far away Y 
When, cold and dark, the angry main 
Shall rock the crew to ſleep, 
And I the lonely ſtation gain, 
The midnight watch to keep. 


Thy beauteous form, in that drear hour, 
Shall ſoften my diſtreſs, 
And memory's all-loothing pow'r 
Shall make the hardſhips leſs. 
Then dry thy tears, *tis all in vain, 
Do not thy health deſtroy ; | 
Nor weep 'til, when we meet again, 


Thy tears ſhall flow for joy. 


—_— — 


THE STORM. 
BY C. A. STEVENS. 
Cx as rude Boreas, bluſt ring railer, 
Liſt ye landſmen, all to me; 


Mieſſmates, hear a brother ſailor, 


Sing the dangers of the ſea ; 
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From bounding billows firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds rife, © 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies, 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top-fail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand ; 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling, _ 
Down your ſtay-fails, hand, boys, hand. 


Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 


The lee-top-lail ſheets let go; 


Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 


Up your top-ſails nimbly clew. 


Now, all. you, on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms; 

Freſh enjoyment, wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms: 


Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 


Think what fear our minds enthrall; 


+ Flarder yet, it yet blows harder, 


Hark! again the boatſwain's call. 
The top-fail yards point to the wind, boys, 


See all clear to reef each courſe; 


Let the fore-ſheet g, don't mind, boys, 


Tho” the weather ſhould be worle: 


Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail yard get, 


Reef the mizen, ſee all clear; 
Hands up. each preventer-brace ſet, 


Man the fore- yard, cheer, lads, cheer, 
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Now the dreadful thunder's roaring, 
Peals on peals contending claſh ; 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh : 
One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky ; 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark ! what means that dreadful cry ? 


The 8 gone, cries ev'ry tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck; 

A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck : 

Quick the lan- yards cut to pieces, 

Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold; 

Plum the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water's in the hold. 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
Me for wives or children mourn; 
Alas ! to them there's no retreating, 
Alas! to them there's no return! 
Still the leak is gaining on us, , 
Both chain pumps are choak'd below: 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us, 
For only that can ſave us now. 


On the lee-beam is the land, boys ! 
Let the guns o'erboard be thrown 

To the pump come ev'ry hand, . 7 
See, our mizen maſt is gone! 
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The leak we've f it cannot pour faſt, 


We've lighten d her a foot or more: 
Up, and rig a jury fore-maſt, 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear off ſhore, 


Now, once more, on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 

Come—the cann, boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives: 


Fill it up—about ſhip wheel it, 


Cloſe to lips the brimmer j join; 


Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it ? 


None—our danger's drown'd in wine, 


SUNG BY MR. DARLEY. 


Wulrx high the foaming ſurges riſe, 
And pointed rocks appear, 


Loud thunders rattle in the ſkies, 


Yet ſailors muſt not fear. 

In ſtorms, in wind, 

Their duty mind; 

Aloft, below, _ 

They cheerful go, | 
To reef or ſteer, as tis deſign'd, 
No fears of danger fills the mind, 


The Ggnal for the line is made, 
The haughty foes in fight ; 
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The bloody flag aloft diſplays, 
And kerce the dreadful fight. 
Each minds his gun, 
No dangers ſhun; 
- Aloft, below, 
They cheerful go: 
Though thunders roar, yet ſtill we find, 
No fears alarm the ſeilor's mind. 


- 


The ſtorm is huſh'd, the battle's o'er, 
The ſky is clear again; 
We toſs the cann, to thoſe on ſhore, 
While we are on the main : 
To Poll and Sue, 
Sincere and true, 
The grog goes round, 
With pleaſure crown'd. 
In war or peace, alike you'll find, 
That honour fills a ſailor's mind. 


SUNG IN ROBINSON CRUSOE, 


Come, come, my jolly.lads, 
The wind's abaft; 
Briſk gales our ſails ſhall crowd: _ 
Come, buſtle, buſtle, 8 boys, 
Haul the boat; 
The boatſwain pipes aloud: 
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The ſhip's unmoor'd ; 

All hands on board ; 
Ihe riſing gale 

Fills ev'ry fall ; 


The ſhip's well mann'd and ſtor'd, 


CHORUS. 


Then ſling the flowing bowl— 
Fond hopes ariſe — 


+ mh girls we prize 


Shall bleſs each jovial foul + 
The cann, boys, bring 
We'll drink and ſing, 
Whale foaming bullows roll, 


Tho? to the Spaniſh coaſt 

We're bound to ſteer, 
We'll ſtill our rights maintain; 
Then bear a hand, be ſteady, boys, 


Soon we'll ſee 


Old England once again: 


From ſhore to ſhore, 
While cannons roar, 
Our tars ſhall ſhew 
The haughty foe, 
Britannia rules the main. 


Then ſling the flowing bowl, Sc. | 
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SUNG BY MR. BANNISTER, 


Wurv in war on the ocean, we meet the proud foe, 
Tho* with ardor for conqueſt our boſoms may, glow, 
Let us ſee on their veſſels Old England's flag wave, 
They ſhall find Britiſh failors but conquer to ſave. 


And now their pale enſigns we view from afar, 
With three cheers they're welcom'd * each Britiſh 

- tar; | 
While the genius of Britain {till bids us advance, . 
And our guns hurl in thunder defiance to France. 


But mark our laſt broadſide ! ſhe ſinks ! down ſhe 1 
goes! 

Quickly man all your boat they no longer are ſoes; 

To ſnatch a brave fellow from a watery grave, 

Is wor thy a Bygton, who conquers to ſave. 


SUNG AT SADLER'S WELLS, 


I sa11'D in the good ſhip the Kitty,, 
With a ſtiff blowing gale and rough ſea; 
Left my Polly, the lads call ſo pretty, . . 
Safe here at an anchor, yo yea, &c, 


A 
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She blubber'd ſalt tears when we parted, 
þ And cry'd now be conſtant to me ; 

{ I told her not to be down-hearted, 

; | So up went the anchor, yo yea. 


| When the wind whiſtled larboard and ſtarboard, 
And the ſtorm came on weather and lee, 
The hope I with her ſhould be harbour'd 
Was my cable and anchor, yo yea. 


And now, my boys, wou'd you believe me, 
I return'd with no rhino from ſea ; 
Mrs. Polly would never receive me, 
So again I heav'd anchor, yo yea. 


. SUNG BY MR, TAYLOR. 


Cows let us raiſe the warlike layg 
Let fame her trump attune, 
In glad remembrance of the day, 
The glorious Firſt of June: 
When Britiſh Tars oft? ere awhile, 
Did new renown obtain, 
And bravely prov'd their favor'd Iſle 
Still miſtreſs of the mam, 
Triumphant ſhall our navies plough 
The ſeas from ſhore to ſhore, . ; 
And France in future times know Howe 
To conquer as before, 


— 
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Emerging from his bed of rocks, 


Vain Gallia, cry'd the frowning god, 


Theſe foaming billows ſoon ſhall flow, 


- w 4 q 


Old Neptune eager roſe, 


Then ſternly ſhook his briny locks, | 
To view the mighty foes ; - 


Deteſted be their cauſe, 


Who'd rule the world with iron rod, 


And break true freedom's laws: 


Beſtain'd with purple gore, 
And Frenchmen to their coſt know Howe 
To conquer as before. 


The foe defied this dread decree, 


Reſolv'd, with naval might, 
To win the empire of the ſea, 
Or periſh in the fight : 
Tremendous then the battle rag'd, 
The waves ſeem'd all on fire; 
And diuntleſs ſhip and ſhip engag'd, 
While fame did each inſpire : | 
Some ſtruck, while others moving ſlow, 
To gain their native ſhore, 
Proclaim that Britiſh Tars know Howe 
To conquer as before, 
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A $A1L0R's life's a life of woe, 
He works now late now early, 4 
Now up and down, now to and fro, 
What then, he takes it cheerly ; 
Bleſt with a ſmiling cann of grog, 
If duty call, ſtand, riſe, or fall, 
To fate's laſt verge he'll jog.; 
The cadge to weigh, 
'The ſheets. belay, 
He does it with a wiſh, 
To heave the lead, 
Or to cat head 
The pond'rous anchor fiſh. 
For while the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man: 
Me ſing a little, 
And laugh a little, 
And work a little, 
And ſwear a little, 
And fiddte-a little, 
And foot it a little, | 
And ſwig the flowing cann. 


If howling winds and roaring ſeas 
Give proof of coming danger, 
We view the ſtorm, our hearts at eaſe, 

For Jack's to fear a ſtranger. 
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Bleſt with the ſmiling grog we fly, 
Where now below, we headlong go, 
Nov riſe on mountains high; 

Spite of the gale, 

We hand the ſail, 
Or take the needful reef, 
Or man the deck, 

To clear ſome wreck, 
Jo give the ſhip relief. 

Though perils threat around, 

All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We e ys to a man: | 

We fing a little, Sc. 


But yet think not our caſe is hard, 

Tho? ſtorms at ſea thus treat us, 
For coming home, a {weet reward, 
With ſmiles our ſweethearts greet us; 
Now too, the friendly grog we quaff, 

Our amorous toaſt, her we love moſt, 
And gaily ſing and laugh. a 

Our ſails we furl, | LEN 
Then for each girl, 
The petticoat diſplay, 
The deck we clear, 
Then three times cheer, 

As we their charms ſurvey 3 - 
And then the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger's ops; 

We defpiſe it to a man- 

We fing a bitte, &c, 
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SUNG BY MR. DARLEY. 


Tux ſea-worn Tar who in the war 
Nos dangers e'er could move, 
True to his gun, all hazards run, 
Vet thought upon his love; 
But home again, forgets his pain, 
And ſeeks his faithful laſs ; : 
| Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms, | 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs, 


The ſhip ſale moor'd, with gold well ſtor'd, 
All dangers now are o'er ; 
His timbers tight, his rigging ligt. 
He ſcuds along the ſhore, 
To ſeek the place where every grace 
Adorns his charming laſs; 
Then in her arms, enjoys her charms, 


And fills the ſparkling glaſs. 


In war renown'd, with honour crown'd, 
He laughs and ſings away; 
Of fore and aft, above, abaft, 
He talks from night to day ; 5 
Of red hot balls, and batter'd walls, 
Io entertain his laſs : e 
Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her W | N 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs, | 
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TOASTS ax» SENTIMENTS. 


May the benevolent never know poverty. 

A good voyage, a quick return, and a kind reception, 

A bumper to Britannia, the army, and navy. 

May the brow of the brave never want a wreath of 
laurel to adorn it. . 

A rich cargo, fair weather, and hearty wells. 

May the jolly Tar that has loſt an eye in the ſervice 
never ſee diſtreſs with the other. 

May our laws guard our liberties, and never be. 
depraved by oppreſſion. 

The girl we love and the friend we dare truſt. 

May hemp bind thoſe whom honour can't. 

Freedom to thoſe who dare contend for it. 

Riches to thoſe whoſe hearts are liberal. 

Virtue for a guide, and fortune for an attendant. 

May friendſhip be enliven'd by god Janet, but . 

never wounded by wit. 
Long life, pure love, and boundleſs liberty. 
May a good poliſh'd heart always make amends for a 

| rough countenance, 

May reaſon be enthroned a ſupreme monarch, and 
our paſſions ſubject to its laws. 

A generous heart and a miſer's fortune, 


- 
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Calmneſs in a ſtorm, courage in a fight, a worthy 

commander, and an enemy that it will be a 

glory to conquer. 

' Honeſt men and pretty women. 

May no ſon of the ocean ever 0 devour'd by his 

. mother. . : 

Love for love, a bottle, and a Lind miſtreſs. 

- Sunſhine and good-humour all the world over, 

The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good-humour. 

Palſy to the hand of the affafſin, 

Firmneſs in the ſenate, valour in the held, 04 for 

| titude on the waves, 

Friendſhip in a palace, and falſehood in a dungeon, 

Health to the fick, honour to the brave, riches to 
the poor, and freedom to the ſlave. | 

Humility i in proſperity, and fortitude in diſtreſs, 

May the frowns of avarice never disfigure the face 
of a Briton.- 

Cheerfulnefs, content, and competency. 

Confuſion to the minfons of vice, 

| Dignity without pride, and candeſcenſion without 

meanneſs. 5 

| May Britons never want a home, 

Cork to the heels, caſh to the pockets, code to 

the hearts, and concord to the W of all 

who Wu for Groat-Btitain. 1 "a 


